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| SCENE E, 2 | Caſtle and its Vicinity, med in a Foreſt 
in Germany. 1 


RICHARD COEUR DE LION. 


(rhe Lines marked with inverted Commas are omitted in 
the Repreſentation.) 


The Songs marked thus * * are Tranſlations from the French 
by of COEUR DE LioN. | 


1 4 I. 
CHORUS, &c. part of the Overture. 


5 Moncax, BERCHEx, PEASANTS, Laukrra, &c. 


ET's ſing, let's be gay, 

Let's be merry whilſt we may, 
Daves and laugh the time away; 
Let's drink and play, 

Till the ſun brings in the day. 


1 SONG. 


2 
SON G-M.inctitr 4s 


MV tongue's my own, and made to run, 
In ſpite of ev'ry fellow's fun, 
Tho' men for filence preach ; 
Lord! ſhall our ſexes only boaſt, 
With me, poor Margery ! be loſt, 
- The gift of charming ſpeech? 


No more reſpected than a cat; 

5 Come, Madge, do this—go, Madge, do that— 

PFor ever galls my ear; 

Hey, Madge ! there's ſomebody at door, 

Run this way—that—behind—before— 
Run here—and gallop there. 


Since like a ſhuttle-cock, alas! 
I m bounc'd about from place to place, 
And wearied all day long; 
1 is very hard the rogues ſhould try 
Io ſtop my harmleſs tongue. 


OLD GLEE, compoſed in 1600. 
 Moxcax, BERGHEN, PEASANTS, LavreTtTa, &c. 


IF health's fair roſe begins to fade, 
Take the advice that's here convey'd, 
And ſoon the vivid tints ſhall riſe, 
Pure as the bluſh of early ſkies ; 
This the dear advice I give, 
Quaff your cups if you would live. 
Corus —This 1 is the dear, Oc. 


Touch 


„ Howl lament you cannot lee me bleſt * * 


1 
Touch the mad'ning ſtring, 
Fill high the foaming glaſs, 
In chorus ler it paſs, , 
Time and pleaſure, deareſt laſs, 
Are ever on the wing. 
Chorus. —This 15 the dear advice, Oc. 


SON G.—AxTox10—Grety. 


* O! "tis not dancing I admire, 
40 My pleaſures reſt in Caroline, 
% Aid if her hand bur touches mine, 
ce I feel my heart blaze all on ſire. 
« When cloſe I preſs her to my panting breaſt, 
de Then, then, we whiſper, whiſper all the reſt, 


« My Caroline i is light as air, 
6 And as ſhe ſkims the cn mead, 
„ She ſcarcely bends the daiſies head, 

ce Yet I can catch the fly ing fair. 

« Oh, when [ prets her, &c. 


S ON G.—BronDEr—Gretty. | 
*.* RICHARD, my liege, my gallant king, 
Ihe univerſe abandons thee ; 
Thy friends and nobles diſagree, 
Nor can to thee aſſiſtance bring. 
To me the taſk remains, 
To break thy cruel chains, 
To ſave thy fav'rite fair, 
Who finks in deep deſpair, 
1 Unhappy 


Unhappy monarch, look for aid 
Not from laurels, fame or glory; 
Not from Clio, heavenly maid, 
Who ſhall celebrate thy ſtory. 
A Britiſh minſtrel hopes to prove, 
His loyalty and love, 
Nor ſeeks reward but from above. 


Richard, my friend, my patriot king, 
| Blondel remains 5 
To break thy chains; 
Blondel thy friend 
His life will end, 
Or will to thee aſfiſtance bring. (S. 5 


p 
- —— — —— — — A ee: a 


8 ON G.—La Bn verIig Tie 


1 HAD a wife of my own, 
Still with her tongue ſhe chatter'd e on; 
Never could let me alone, „ Wu 
Clamper'd, ſcolded and clatter'd on: 1 
| Blockhead, aſs, cuckold and drone, 
With theſo ſoft words ſhe flatter'd on; 
Not in my body a bone 
But with her knuckles ſhe batter'd one 


F Kept 


5 F — — O00 29332 


8 
Kept me quite under her thumb, 
Toſt my hat and wig about, 
If I faid ought but mum; 
Iwirl'd me like a gigg about, 
Making my body a drum; 8 
Trivally beating and jigg about, 
I was oblig'd to go glum, 
| Like an old n pig about. 


8 0 N G—BERENG A1. 


cc ONCE more my muſe and chen be gin, 


ec Since after this another end, 
« Its deſtin'd meaſure muſt fulfill, 
c E'er to thoſe blisful bowr's we tend : 


Once more my muſe and then be ſtill. 


Once more my lyre, and then be till, 


To warn the world to count their days, 


Leſt they their ſacred leiſures ſpill, 


In evil works and evil days ; 


And now, my Iyre, thou may be fun. 


Once more, my pipe, and then be til, | 


| To warn the world how they affect, 


Things all too high, with ſtubborn will, 


And ſtable joy for man expect; 


And now, my pipe, thou may'ſ be till, 


A. 


9 
My voice, my lyre, my pipe be ſtill, 
Vet ſilent ſhall not be your fate, 
When to oblivion's dusky rill, 
Retire the little and the great ; 
Ye all ſhall ſound when I am till. 


G L E E.—Dr. Hayes. 


BEREXGERIA, MARGERY, LAvRETTA, Morcax, 


LA BRuck, &c. 


SWEET | peace of mind, ſeraphic gueſt, 

How long thy abſence ſhall we mourn ; 

From yon bright manſion of the bleſt, 
With all thy | mas train return. 


| SONG—BLowDEL—Duy. 


* * OH, ſoft remembrance ! airy ſprite, 
Thou ſecond life of bliſs and pain; 
Exquiſite ſenſe of keen delight, 
Who giv'ſt our feelings back again. 
How bright thy downy flumbers are, 
| Where love and tender fancy beams; 
The ſweeteſt notes which fleet in air, 
Awake at once thy fairy dreams. 
But hope, too long deluded joins, 
No more with thine her lovely form; 
Nor copies from thy fainter lines, 
The ſcencs her ſtrong ideas warm. 


SONG. 


ö 


„„ 


T $135 -- 
SONG AND CHORUS.—Grety. 


A A BRU ck. 

* 4 LET the Sultan's wanton care, 
Thouſands of the ſex prepare, 
Gentle, frisking, pretty laſſes, 
Young and handſome as the graces; 

Let him kiſs them one and all, 
What then, what then * 
This concerns not me at all. 
Chorus. —For like ev'ry thirſty ſoul, 
I prefer the flowing bowl; 


Let the noble duke or peer, 
Sell his thouſand pounds a year, 
Loet him quit his graſs and ftubble, 
He'll ſoon find that life's a bubble; 
. Let him rile, or let him fall, 
What then, &c. 


Let the valiant ſoldier go, 
Seeking dangers to and fro; 
Let him when the trumpets rattle, 
Brave the fo emoſt of rhe battle, 
Honour fears nor ſword nor ball, 
What then, &c 


ACT 


10) 


Act i 


EPITH ALAMIUM.—Shidld. 


La Baver, Brnchzx, Lavazrra, &c. 


HEN Nich'las firſt to court began, 
And Blanch approv'd his love ; 3 
Vnited time and pleaſure ran, 
Like turtles in the grove: 
In joy and ſweet delight, 
They paſs d each day and night. 


And Blanch approv'd his love; 


Happy and gay, 
Smiling as May, 


Jocund they paſs'd each day and night. 


When children bleſs'd the wok pair, 
Kind heaven increas'd their ſtore ; 


Their boys were brave, their girls were fair, 


And each a portion bore 
Of rural induſtry, 
With dance, and ſong, and glee, 
' Chorus —When children bleſs'd, &c. 


Chorus—When Nich'las firſt to court began, 5 


984 


1 


Tho- age their heads with ſilver crown'd, 


Affection did increaſe ; 


1 Diflenfion ne'er their hearts cou'd wound, 


Nor jealouſy their peace: 
And ſtill ab ſweet, 
Their placid minds would greet. 


| Chorus- —The 9 their heads, Sc. 


RO N D EAU—Lav RE rA. 
' BLEST flowers that for my ſwain 1 choſe, : 


Thro' you the deareſt joys I prove; '2 


| Go, on his breaſt thy ſweets diſcloſe, 


And be a pledge of Laura's love. 
From him I caught the gentle flame, 
Which cheers my heart yet prompts my 
And now I know he ſighs the ſame, ¶ tongue; 
This, this ſhall be my conſtant ſong. 


SON G — B ER G HE N,—dScotch Tune. 


LOCK'D i in my cheſt I've fifty odd pound, 
With four good acres of meadow ground; 


For your bonny black eye, 
Sweet Lauretta I figh, 


Marry me my laſs, you'll 1 in plenty abound. 


Ive two pack horſes, a jack-aſs and ſow, 
Barrow, harrow, ſpade, flail, cart and plough ; 


Ducks, turkies, geeſe and hens, 
Fourteen ſheep in my pens, 


Heifer, calf, cat, goat, and a fine milch cow. 
A ketflle 


* 6 
A kettle of bnd pot to ſtew, 
A waſhing tub, a churn, a vate to brew; 
A dog, that barks by night, 
A warming pan ſo bright, 
iy will you marry me, and I'll marry you. 


s ON G. MA ASEAN zie 


40 When with youth and beauty crown 'd, 
c J. ove breath'd foft his am'rous fire; ; 
ee And now time and age ſurround, 
Love ftill warms me with defire, 


4 Smiling beauty will not ſtay, 

«© Youth has wings, and flies away 3 « 

C Nurture love then in your prime, 
& Beauty flies away with time. 


© Soon as gentle paſſion's known, 

6 Soon as love becomes our own; 

« We ſhould ſooth the gentle gueſt, 
cc And be'll ne'r diſturb our reſt. 


SONG. — L AUR E TTA. —Shields, 


I LOVE no lover but one, 
Ne loves no other but me, 
Willing to make me his own, 

I 'm ready his own to be: 

| For he's a blade of Mar. 

Caan ſing catch, catrol and glee; 
Not like this lazy hunk, 

This great booby. 


| ; 


. 


— 
__ 2 ˙ TEE N. 


12 
CCC — — 1 e 3 


8 
By moon light on the gay green, 
My maiden heart he firſt won; 
Each day at my door was he ſeen, 
Before the beams of the ſun. 
For he's a blade, &c. 


They ſay, you looby, ſhall I 

Give up the man of my mind; 

No, ſooner, blockhead, I'd die, 
Than marry a clown unkind. 


My ſwain' S a blade of ſpunk, &c, 


ROND E A U.—L AURETT co. 


„ I DREAD to hear his voice by night, 


In lift'ning I find ſuch delight, 

So ſweet's his tale of love; 

And when I hear him figh, 
My heart his words approve, 

And yet I can't tell _— 


DUETT.—BLoxDEL | Pe LAURETTA.— Get iy. 


B LON DEI. 
THE don ny God of ſmiles and fighs, 
With pleaſure ſhuts his twinkling eyes, 
Therefore my girl ſuſpect him; 
And was he abſolutely blind,. 
By feeling he'd expreſs his mind, 
Nor could you cer detect him. 


Good 


(44 } 
LAUKETT 4: 
Good fir, teach me if you pleaſe, 
This pretty air—this pretty air; ; 


I ſhall learn it with great eaſe, 
To delight my chevalier. 


[BLONDELL fings the firſt verſe, teaching it to LAv- 
RETTA, bile ſhe repeats the words and notes after 
7 DUE x x. 


BLONDE I and Krena ns. 
| 31 0 D E L. 
SURROUNDED! in the thickeſt fight, 
* * By enemies o'er thrown, 
Defenceleſs and alone, 
I ſhould have been depriv'd of light, 
But 1 invok'd my fair, and love 
And aid receiv'd from heaven above. 


RIS HAAR p. 
A look from her whom TI admire, 
Would ſooth corroding grief: 
Health, peace, and joy muſt ſoon expire, 
Valeſs ſhe brings relief. 
B OT H. 


A look from her whom I admire, &c. 
D U E T T. 


r. 


60 Within : a dark and FT We tow, 


ce Reſolves a plan to give him pow 'r. 


If my beauteous queen was here, 


1 


0Þ E T T. 


BroxpERT. 


« A mighty king's confin'd, 
« A faithful ſervant's mind 


&« I ſhould no future dangers fear. 
« A look from _ xe. 


CHORU S—Gray, 


FLORESTINE and SOLDIERS, 


FLORESTIN E. 
sR, be gone no longer ſtay; LE 
All this noiſe, and nought to 67! 
BLONDELL 
Good fir, hear, it was not I, 
Your ſoldiers made the horrid cry. 


CxxrixzL. 


4160) 
Come ſir, quickly leave this place, 
Leſt you meet with ſome diſgrace; ; 


And if here again you come, 
Death will ſurely be your doom. 
BLONDE. 

Chriſtians, gentlemen, beware, 
Do not add to the deſpair 

Of a po r diſtreſſed wight, 
Whom the cruel Turks in ſpite 
Have deprived od blefſed fight, | 


CenTINEL 


Happy for him he is blind, ©: 
Or we thould have been leſs kind, 
And to death his fate confign'd, 
Beegone, retire, 

*Tis the Knight's deſire: 

But old man take care, 

You die if you again come here, 


BLoxDEL. 


— Good fir, pray believe, 
The blind can't deceive; ; 
It J return, I do ſubmit, 
To hang or burn, as * think fit. 


% 


AN TOXIO. 


b. 


( 17 ) 


ANToNwto. 
But ſhould he return, 
As I've no mind; 
To hang or burn, 


act 


( 18 ) 
ACT III. 


s 0 N G. LA Bu v -u. 


on. Lord! without victuals and drink, 
We poets muſt give up each ſtrain ; 3 

it helps us poor devils to think, 
And thraſh with more vigour our brain. = 
Without victuals and drink—Lord the world 
were undone, 
Tis the ſoul of the world---tis the fn gra non. 


2 The ſoldier *midſt battle's alarms, 

Without it could ill face bis foe, 

Zo faint would he handle his arms, 
And draw with ſuch weakneſs his bow. 


e Without victuals, Ke. 


What would ladies and gentlemen do, 
That ſay ſuch fine things to each other ; ; 

They would never be able to coo, 
They wou'd never be father and mother. 


Without vieuals, c. 


2 Then hey for good victuals and drink, 
Who's there that would not carouſe; 
Whoever he may be, I think 
He's not to be found in this houlg. 
Without W &c. 


1 


SON G.—M ARG E R r. — Zenducci. 


BECAUSE one fickle lover's gone 

To win ſome other fair, 
Should I fit ſighing all alone, 

A prey to grief and care? 
Whilſt he prov'd conſtant, Id be kind, 
And ever hold him dear; 
3 ah, But why ſhould I torment my mind, 

Fn © Or drop for him a tear. 


cc To ſeek him, I would never go, 

Nor haunt the dreary grove; 

ce Were women born to yield to woe, 
Or die for ſlighted love ? 

« His falſehood ſhould my heart ſet free, 

| I'd be myſelf again, 

| “ Another lad ſhould do for me, 

And charm away my pain,” 


But if the next ſhould turn untrue, 
And wander far away; 
Then welcome be the face, though new, 
That ſmil'd to make me gay: 
Though all the ſex ſhould falſely rove, 
And from their vows depart ; 3 
Yet conſtant to myſelf and love, 
They ſhould not break my heart. 


— tat. at 4 OT aa 


2 B * BLONDEL. 
IR. 2 


11 
SON G—BERENGERIAÞ—/rfyff 


Bright Sol declines, and yields to night, 
His beams of Orient light— 
He ſpeeds his fiery race 
| Ofer fields of azure pace; 
Whilſt I am wretched and forlorn, 
He ſtill returns to bleſs the morn.— 
Once I roſe free as the ſun, 
Each day ſmiling, gay and bright, 
Life elating 
Joy creating, 3 
Smiling peace and ſoft delight, 3 
Crown d the day and bleſs d the night. =] 


1 2 IN T E T T O.—Gretty. 
BroxpEL, Mone Ax, Kxiehrs, BErENGERLA, &c. 


BLON DEI. 
YES, know my friends, within yon towers, . 
King Richard pines his dreary hours. 


KNIGHT 8. 
What! > Richard ! ! O, ye heav? nly | powers, 
. Great Richard, England's gallant king? 


Bron pl. 


5 Tis true, my friends, within yon towers 
The hero ſighs out bitter hours: 


Ves, England's monarch pines within! 
Kxickrs. 


21 3 


KNIGHT S. 
How heard you this? What friend of ours 


To you the ſecret did entruſt ? 
Peay tell us how you heard it firſt, 


BrnexGERIA, 


How heard vou this? What fritnd of ours 
To you this ſecret did entruſt? 


O ture my ſwelling heart will burſt. 


BLONDEL 


Twas I, who under this diſguiſe, 

Deceix d the watchful ccntries eyes: 

With joy and pain J heard his prayer; 
Believe me, friends, brave Richard's there: 
I knew his voice, within von walls 

There England's king for ſuccour calls! 


BE R E N G E R 1 A. 


My pleaſing fears by hope is nurſt 
Lie ſtill my heart and do not burll, 5 
Ere Richard bleſs my longing eyes. 


Mond ax and KxIichrs. 
Twixt doubtful pleaſure and ſurprize, 
What fears and hopes alternate riſe; 


King Richard there !---let's force our way. 
To arms! to arms! 


BLONDELL. 


0 FP ) 
BLONDEL. 


No ſtay---let's ſtay ! 
We loſe no time by wiſe delay--- 


Morgan and Kxichrs. 
E arms! to arms! my friends away! 


BERENGERIA. 


Honour calls to glory, 
| Richard, great in ſtory, 
Muſt be free. 8 


1 8 H O R U S. 
Soldiers ſtrike home ! 1 5 

Britons ne "EF lee 

Glory's our cauſe, 


Richar. we'll free. 


Br RENGERIA and BLoNDEL, 


Come, my fricnds---friends all, join in chorus; 
Soldiers haſte with heart and hand, 
Blondel leads - victory lies before us; 3 
Liberty and Old England. 


E P 1 T AT H.—Shields. 
La Bruce. 


ve topers all, drink to the ſoul, 
Of this right honeſt fellow; 
Who always lov'd a flowing bowl, 
And would in death be mellow. 


8 


| 


C 23 ) 


The lamp of life he kindled up, 


With ſpirit ſtout and glowing ; 
His heart inſpired thus with a cup, 
Aſcends where nectar's flowing. 


8 0 N G.—Shield, A 


BAE EA I A. 


FREEDOM, divine, ætherial flame, 
Who bid'ſt the vivid lightnings roll; 
Mov'ſt to ſoft harps the ſphery frame, 
And wak'ſt to extacy the ſoul, | 


"0 0 Parent, ſource of every good, 
„ Arrang'd thro' ev'ry nice degree: * 
„ How few have rightly underſtood, 
The laws of order fram'd by T hee,” 


For Thee the poet's ſtrain ſhall flow, 
nſpirer of the vocal firings; 
And Philomel forget her woe, 

| To aid Thee by whoſe aid ſhe ings, 


D U E T T.—Shelds, 


7 La Brvcs. and LAURETTA. 


_ WHEN we plough the furrow'd land, 
Two by two the oxen ſtand, _ 


All are coupled two by two. 
In the meads and verdant groves, 
See the am'rous turtle doves, 


B 4 How 


[ 24 
How they bill and bow they coo, = 
As they couple two by two. 


With the fingle lad and laſs, 

How the diſmal moments paſs, 

Till they're coupled two by two; 
But when each has pledg'd a vow, 

Lads and lafſes ſpeed the plough, 

When they're coupled two by two. 


TRI O—Gretty. 
BTOR DEI, LauUuRETTA, and MorGaAN, 


To night when all the world is gay, 
Your lov er hopes to meet you here 1 


1 


Fly lazy time and cloſe the day, 
That J his ardent vows may hear. 


1 0 1. 
"Tis no ſecret, fir, I tell, 
I was telling her my eyes, 
Saw once more the vaſes ſkies. 


L AUR £7 T 4. 
＋. is no ſeeret, ſir, he tells, 
Vou on him may ſure depend, 


For he is your faithful friend, 


Moncan, 


1 
MoxrsG AN. 
True, Laurctta, I believe 
That he would not me deceive. 


 LAURETT A (to Blondl), 
Does Floreſtine return my flame? 
Does he eternal faith proteſt ? 


BLoONDEL. 


Depend upon 't he loves the ſame, 
His joy, his truth and faith atteſt. 


Mon Ax. 
What's he telling you, his eyes : 
Saw once more the bleſſed ſkies? 


1 A UR E T T * 
Father, yes, dis that we fing, 
From that ſource his pleaſures ſpring + 
He was telling me his eyes, 
Saw once more the bleſſed ſkies, 


B LON = 3 
Why ſhould we in ſecret fing 

I was telling her my eyes, | 

| Saw onge more : the bleſſed ſkies, 


LAURA T 1A. 
T ell me, father too, 1 pray ; 


| Moncan. 


E 
MoRG AN. 
He was telling me his eyes, 
Saw once more the bleſſed ſkies, 
Father, yes, twas that he ſung, 
As from that his pleaſures 1 prung: 


He was telling m- his eyes 


Saw once more the bleſſed ſcies. 


1 


Cnonvs 


60 ſave the King; 
God ſave the Ring, 


RICHARD. 


Prais'd be the pow'rs above ; * 
Prais'd be the pow'rs above. 


BERENGERI A. 
Oh! Richard, Oh! my king, Oh! hear * 


RIAA o. 


Oh! lovely woman, 
5 Love this bleſt event has giv Ne 


B E R ENG ER IA. 
7. was Blondel, 'twas thy deareſt friend— 
R ICHARD. 


"0" BF 3 
Nenn. 

My deareſt friend. — 
To whom my warmeſt wiſhes tend. 

From priſon freed by thoſe I love, 
Surely I'd the world reſign, 
For when love and friendſhip join, 
We taſte the joys of ſaints above. 


BERENGERI A, 
To whom my warmeſt wiſhes tend. 
DVETT. 
BERENGERIA AND BLowDEL 


N ow when love and friendſhip j Join, 
Me taſte the joys of ſaints above. 


CHORUS. 


By BERENGERIA, LAURETTA, BSATRICE. 


AnTon10, &c. 


Long may happineſs ſupreme, 

Crown each light fantaſtic dream; 
Long may the God of love and bliſs, 
Seaſon each impaſſion'd kiſs : 

Love and beauty's choiceſt flow” 'N 


Marg” ret's friendſhip 1 is her dow'r. 


CHORUS. 


( 28 ) 


CHORUS. 


Krenn, B 1 0 9 1, ke. 
Long may happineſs ſupreme, 5 
Crown each light fantafic dream. 
Crowns and ſceptres, wealth and pow 15 


5 Are not worth this bappy hour. 


: n BERENGERIA, 

O come ye happy lovers, come, 
Let me your willing hands unite, 
Your father's ſmiles confirm the doom, 


Come join in genial ſoft delight. 


Happy Lovers, &c. 


T2 1 0 
B ER E N G E RI A. 
"Twas friendſhip, welcome gueſt 
Made all my ſorrows ceaſe ; 


Soft love now fills my breaſt, 
With happineſs and peace. 


RICHARD. 


( 29 ) 


RicnAainD. 
"Twas friendſhip, welcome gueſt, 
Made all my ſorrows ceaſe: 
Now Beauty fills my breaſt, 
With * and peace. 


5 B LOND * 14 
Twas friendſhip, happy gueſt, 
Made all their ſorrows ceaſe, 
Their friendſhip fills my breaſt, =» 
With . and peace. - 


Ricnany, 8 8 Axroni0, 
Mon Ax and KNIGHTS. 


f Long may the God of love and mutual Vlifs 


SGeaſon each impaſſion'd kiſs : 


Love and beauty's choiceſt flow'r, 
Marg'ret's friendſhip is her dow'r, 


Broxpzr, Bxxenzx, LA BRvcz, Lavxrrra, 
Manckkr, Prasaxrs, &c. 


1 Long may the God of love and mutual bliſs ; 
| Seaſon each impaſſion'd kiſs; 

Crowns and ſceptre's, wreaths and pow'r, 
Are not worth this happy hour 
R1iCHKARD. 


( 3s ) 


"RICHARD. 


Crowns und ſceptres, wreaths and pow 15 
Are not worth this happy hour, . 


 BzREN TERESA 
To love and friendſhip Pzans ſing: 
CHORUS os ALL 


Friendſhip, love ind W s pow r, 
| Unite to > bleſs this * hour. 


I I N IS. 


